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At last one day a telegram came saying that
all was over, and that he had died the
previous evening. We were both very sorry
to hear it. We had liked what we saw of
him so much, and had been so sorry to
leave him there, apart from our own sad
feelings at going, knowing that he disliked
and dreaded the place so much. It seemed
terribly sad. I knew well, too, that it would
mean our returning there, and much as I
had regretted leaving, I did not want to go
back.

I cannot tell why the dislike had arisen
within me at the thoughts of returning ; but
the journey was so long, and the time of
year so trying, and on the top of that there
was the feeling that a man whom we had
known and liked had just died in the
house, and that if we went back it would
be to rooms that were full of his things,
and associations quite unlike those we had
left behind us. Maybe that a warning of
all that was yet to come filled me with